ACT I                  PRIVATE   LIVES
ELYOT (toasting): Mr. and Mrs. Victor Prynne.
(He drinks.) Mine wouldn't budge either.
AMANDA : What's her name ?
ELYOT : Sibyl.
AMANDA (toasting): Mr. and Mrs. Elyot Chase.
(She drinks) God pity the poor girl.
ELYOT : Are you in love with him ?
AMANDA: Of course.
ELYOT: How funny.
AMANDA : I don't see anything particularly funny
about it, you're in love with yours aren't you ?
ELYOT :  Certainly.
AMANDA : There you are then.
ELYOT : There we both are then.
AMANDA : What's she like ?             v,
ELYOT : Fair, very pretty, pkys the jg
AMANDA:  Very comforting.
ELYOT :  How's yours ?
AMANDA : I don't want to discuss him.
ELYOT : Well, it doesn't matter, he'll probably come
popping out in a minute and I shall see for myself.
Does he know I'm here ?
AMANDA : Yes, I told him.
ELYOT (with sarcasm): That's going to make things
a whole lot easier,
AMANDA : You needn't be frightened, he won't hurt
you.
ELYOT : If he comes near me I'll scream the place
dowtt-
AMANI>A : Does Sibyl know I'm here ?
ELYOT : No, I pretended I'd had a presentiment
I tried terribly hard to persuade her to leave for
Paris.